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tary: "Mr. Secretary, I beg pardon, but you are sitting
on the push buttons/'
"Ah," responded Mr. Bryan. "So I am."
The employes dispersed, and our first interview with Bryan
began.
The gist of the interview, as I recall it, was that he had
just taken over his office and knew nothing. His order later
withdrawing American forces from Vera Cruz without
obliging Dictator Huerta to salute the American flag indi-
cated, as we then thought, that the Secretary still had some-
thing to learn.
Shortly after the Bryan interview, I visited the office of
Josephus Daniels, the new Secretary of the Navy. There was
simplicity also. Mr. Daniels was having lunch at his desk,
with a quart bottle of milk and a loaf of bread. He picked
the bread to pieces, placed the pieces in a small bowl, and
poured the milk over them as he talked. All that made a
pretty fair story. The Navy, however, had difficulty in as-
similating Daniels' simplicity order that unfermented
grapejuice would be the strongest beverage of the mess and
wardroom. I was not surprised, therefore, more than fifteen
years after the grapejuice order, to find Mr. Daniels fighting
on the resolutions committee of the Democratic national con-
vention at Houston for a bone-dry plank in the 1928 plat-
form.
There was also that little mental Colossus, Newton D.
Baker, Wilson's Secretary of War, with whom I talked in
Paris on the day that he sent a cablegram to Washington
warning America that if the Allies were to be saved, we had
better get every available man to France at once. The Rus-
sians had cracked, and had signed their ignominious peace at
Brest-Litovsk. Every one recalls the result. English ships for